The judge has cheated me*   My dearest fair
freezes me in a gaol none can escape*
War knocks against my gate.   To banish care,
page, brim my glass with overflowing grape*
Let love, war, lawsuits, melt upon the air
with icy sadness in its hooded crape*
Wrinkles, farewell!   To wanton in despair
is to live underground from toe to nape*
Nature is prodigal enough of trouble
without our help*   Naked on life we came
and naked go*   What use are tears or thinking
except our native anguish to redouble?
Let the glass conquer agony and shame,
for who remembers these when he is drinking?